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Telling the Plags BY JOVE ! THERE 'S THAT OLD

OF HIS BRIDE TO BE | |03 s oees

EAREST:—Your letter this morning found me woé-
fully blue. To begin with, it was raining, I had a |
headache and your letter was dreadfully short, all

- of which were enough to send the seesaw of my

emotions down into gloom instead of up into the

sunshine. I was termbly cross about it until dad,

with that funny little smile of his, suggested that I

lay aside my feminine nature, with its propensity

to jump at conclusions, and be masculine enough
to “figure out the situation.”
" Then he read the weather report, which said

“fair and warmer tomorrow.” bade me take a good

cup of coffee for my head and read between the

lines of your letter, which would make it doubly
long; all of which 1 did. with the result that 1 have been singing with
happiness all day, in spite of the rain.

It sounds foolish now it's written, and yet it's true—true, also,
that moods may come and moods may go, but so long as love goes on
forever nothing can make me blue for very long.

MAN SWIPEA DA CLOTHES 11
BEAT IT AaNAY !'— GOT ON

Four Long Weeks

Do you realize, dearest, that you have been gone for more than
a month—more than four long weeks? And yet such is the kindness of
old Father Time, he has hurried them past and their very speed
makes the time of your return seem nearer.

Do you think ¥ou can get home for Thanksgiving? Oh, if you
only could; if 1 could only just satisiy myself that you were still you,
that even your hair was still growing the same way and that you
weren't getting tired and thin from so much work, I'd feel easier in
my mind, I know. But [ feel, too, that such a thing is a dream woven
of the fabric of the rainbows (only sunshine filtering through the
clouds of separation), and I dare not set my heart upon it too much.

Economy of Space

Mother has been giving me a lesson on the “economy of space”
in the house today, showing me the why and wherefore of having a
place to put everything, the building of shelves to fit one’s needs and

DA BLACKA HAT AND STRIPER
SOCKS — IS way HE'G-O!I

the careful arrangement of everything so as to use as little space as

possible. She says that she had to learn it all when she was little,
together with a funny little verse that she taught me:
“A little place for everything
Will keep the whole house neat,
And don’t forget to put things back
To make all clean and sweet.
The little maid who learns to keep
Each thing within its place,
Will make a gentle, charming wife
- That any home will grace.”
1t it dear and quaint and old-fashioned? 1 laughed over it, yet
the tears ‘were near my eyes, for I seemed to see mother and dad
planning and arranging, in their first little home so long ago, to
“make all clean and sweet,” and I thought of the joy of applying this
new knowledge of mine for “our home,” and the thought set mv brain
and heart awhirl again with the happiness that seems to heagc me
about with joyous thoughts.
So, after all, despite the rain, the day has been a sunshiny one,
with the best kind of sunshine, the cheeriness that comes from con-
tentment. Good night, dear. H—

h'Mm.aui-: TELLS BELLE
: The World Is Cram
Full of Villains, But

THAT PLAYS SHOW ’EM UP

HE festive season has rolled around again, Belle, wheg
the proprietors of pop'lar music stores dust owd
their show windows, chorus girls lay in the season’s
stock o' rouge and matinee idols shine up the
photographs taken ten years ago for the ammual
display in the lobby. Belle, the theatrical season
has opened, and 1 just love the theater,

If it wasn't for the theater, Belle, how would
we ever learn what villains there is in this world?
It's the on’y way innocent fellows and girls can get
the education that'll:warn "em to bolt the front deor
and the back gate after they get married and keep
'em bolted all day to pr'vent the villains and vil-

. lainesses from snoopin’ in and robbin’ them of

each other’s affections.

: _NP play can succeed nowadays without havin® at least one de-
signin’ character whose sole object in life is to sneak through four
acts tryin’ to yank married affections up by the roots. The public
:jlxpcqts it. and when the public expects a thing that costs money

ere’s always somebody to supply it.

Things Just Start With the Wedding

So, Belle, if you believe you can stop to breathe after you've
landed Your man, make a little pasteboard investment and drop in to
see any play in-town that's rot one o' those riots with music known
as musical comedies.

It's gen'r'lly the husban’ that falls in love with somebody that'ss
not his wife, but after the fellows that write the plays have turned
out half a dozen of "em, they get so they can have the wife fallin’ in
love with the villain, the husban’ fallin” in love with the villainess and
all of "em havin' a battle royal in a grgat finale scene, with every-
body denouncin’ everybody else at the same time and the thunder
playin’ the deuce outside the window.

I had a terr'ble dream the other night, Belle. I dreamed I went
to see a play in five acts, and not a single villain or villainess showed
up in the first or the second or the third, and the andience began to
.. make a rumblin' noise like an invisible scene, and when the curtain

went up on the fourth act and there wasn’t a yillain or villainess in

rsight to grab the affections of the leadin’ lady or the leadin’ man

and run, the audience rose as one man and pulled revolvers out o’
their pockets and began to shoot.

I woke up just in time to escape bein’ killed, Belle, but just think,

{ wpuldn't it be awful if somebody szould happen to write a play where

all the characters were happy?

ACCORDING TO SAMMY

THE STAGE DOORKEEPER

youth ag he hitched up his trrusers to | yes, Hichens, I've been looking for =
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’ . ENY EOLDS IT UF TO THR
“The far enst sioms to be the thing In ses, he had a name ltke he had a Loretta’s Lookmg Glass I Woman Who Straightens the Chairs
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drama today.,” sald the suxe-struckiaouion with a buneh of polson ivy—oh,

avold any posslble bagginess | spasm of orienta] drama.
“Yep,” sald the stage doorkeeper, u'! oy
he kicked the door shut, “it was a long N’ Here It Is
time coming. but it's here at last. Ever| * ‘N’ here it is. It is in our midst so's

gince that man wrote that book, let m“ta speak. We have 'The Garden of

————————————— | Allah, n' ‘The Arab’ and ‘Klsmet' all

|at onca fell swoop as it were. Th

Our Huckster Says |papers and magazines are all full of
i plctures of authors and actors enoopin’

He Can Yell Some i around the Soudan with cork helmersp';i

not & more agreeable little feller In'out of business by the
the world than me, but, say, bo, I'm Island are wearin' smiles that refuse to
an Indlan forerevenge. R-r-revenge, evaporate. The Aborn Opera Company
| ha4 better make an irom clad contract 66 O come again SOON. It has you could eomnvince her that-she would lant dread,
D v |an fotum of an ineh. Reddy Smitk
You CANNOT have friends aiun:_' y -
continue to have such an overwhelm
and obgessing desire for precision. Steals a Kj”

r-r-revenge!’

that brings me up this back street
every afternoon, because I've never!
80!4 as much as & half starved ou-

whl 4

that house with the bay windows?

room. but we're labie to have the antbithesis| You have no sooner restored the

and start to yell: “CAB-BAGES. |Ditto in the drama? What ™

there's no uss bein' unreasonable,| smoke. No fear, If .you just folldw |of the voeal cords and suffersd with

(lookin' for local color. And all of t
When people treat me right, them'tlJeracy City orientals that was folr::e’:

big fire at Coney |

[with that btinch of bounding ecamel

drivers that helped the ‘Bohemian Girl' bcl!l_ such & pleasure to have Ibe welcome—{f she happened to get

you!”

|to & simoon pitch. {and your crablike movement are cold-| her with the bellef that she cpu'tu
. . " . ' ! when your upholstery is in question.
that's the way I think of it see, It's New Business Wateriou! | Anyway, 1f she ever does come

“It's new business, and I for one, am | At last, as she makes a few part- |

aaq for that Innovation stuff. “m‘“tn: remarks, you reach the goal of | . " 0 o "o orald to rock, even. A

: i desire. Your hands close over
| been nothin’ like it since Blanche Bates e long breath will fll her with poign-
was tourin' of ithe country in | the back of the chair. You shove it

- ‘Under | gently to the e-act spot where It =
cumber on this street yet. But see T:o Flags'. She had atmosphere galore | was when she arrived. A conscious- |
and I used to gét my eyes so full of | ness that she had dislocated one of ) -

A magistrate lives in that houss, and :‘:&,“n:ﬁ,r.:ﬁr;.d'::e':: a ::‘l!ll mllhf: ! your domestic members overwhelms |’ “" ' ﬁ'r

Revenge lg the p'rtickler emotlonim

the other day he put me awsay for “Da hi { her with a-sense of discomfort as

twen'y-four hours for no reason “"I“5'ﬂmy::“:l&nﬂ‘illt:raz‘u:cx‘!"o:s;:‘;]wnhﬂ as tight shoes on a hot day ro RUNNlN@
all, and lI happen to kn:tw that ;t the 8. 8. Y. | with corns sprouting. THE UNlVE‘R5E
about this timé every afternoon e . " - = 2

Sokits & 'Sap n. thitt . Sey VSO I dunno,” answered the 8 D. K., 1 Your Anxiety Disappears

next year and play up the wild west for ' chalr omiéd place on the
S0 this Is about the time I drive a change. No idn't it € to its accust pla -
. . w wouldn be funny if | very pattern Im the carpet, whiere it
the nag opposite his old bay window,! they starred Buftale BM A Pa ¥ ! P "-" 1t t < . | Eha

{orm- smwe-)
é $ 150 pease?) @

PEA-CHES, ONIONS, TUM-MAH- | your “n‘,“:"" 0‘:‘;""}"- g o THE GRAFTING
TOES™ so Jloud the people four| your affusive wishes for more o £ TONSORI
squares away come to their back, LINGLISH JOKE FOR TODAY |soclety. You insist that she shall o CHBNIP‘C‘.-
gates thinkin' I'm on thkir block., The objection of the golf club fogles; N°! Fegard the tormality of call for &
Tap, I've got the or'ginal and onm'y !0 People piaying in their shirt slesves| 3l You urge her “Just to run in WiLL HAvVE-
gentine leather lungs. {18 that it makes the game as easy as;®0Y tima You emphasize that your HA

Look, there he is now. at the win- | Work—~The Pink ‘Un. house {s Fight on her way dow':it.own. NS IR CUT
dow. I woke him up. Yesterday T! 2 :::"‘:: :r tomkc;!‘pnltl FOSNET o H!T'h A LAWN
camped here fifteen minutes and yelled | \ Knew Him e Wy catien” ane has roof. for
myself black In the face before I got| Unecle Baggs—Here, my boy, throw| mentally at the moment Is the spot
Bim up. He's opening the w:ndow:law:y that cigar at once, where that chair has been replaced.
glddap, Rosaline. I'm goin' now:| Boy—Yes, an' you'll pick #t up an'|You could talk till you had paralysis

_—

y'know. me up I'll give you the butt. an acute attack of suffocation before
— " t

:1'-.. vn.ouotctbo.-u-.hconson; ¥4

lest. she move the chair

along to success the past two seasons. As you say the words, you are|'he chalr in which she sat’an inch
‘T suppose it won't be long until we'll | executing 2 xind of sidestep toward' out of lime! She has a definite im-
have the alleys back of the play houses | the chair in which vour guest sat. | pregsion that you are such a fussy|It's
all smelled up with camels and drome-|Ehe seég the half sickly smila upen | prude that you are not desirable a3 that the instant one is out of your
darles and donkeys and nobody will your lips. But she also seas the| & friend. She, resents your extreme  house, you
dare eat anythin' but dates for lunch. | sidewise glance in your eyes. Warm | &ttention to detail, instead of to her. moving all trace of a forelgn pres- ' ride wid hur yesterday. "Course, I ain’t
I can see the bunch now draggin' the .as the words are, they lack the real| Your “divided duty” has gotten over- ence. No one wants to entertain the misgin’ nuthin’ like dat, so I spicks up |
|1mlutltm palm trees out of the prop hot water bottle soothing, something | balanced, and teetered so far toward jdea that
room and tunin’ up the wind machine ; that should mark them. Your eye the chair that you cannot impress, things.

uncomfortable feel |

“mussed up”
It gets in under their pride.
~And Stings.like ealt in' 2 tomato-can

Doss it sthike you as being a very .
pleagant memiory to carry away? The can pass mos' anywhere, ‘cept mebbe
departing guest objects
that she has left tracks which you
hasten to obliterate, as if they actu-
ally amelled bad, or looked dirty.

A Fussy Crank
It Isn't any wonder to me, or to
that you have the un-
‘savory reputation of belng “too nice
That means that you

again—1 should not in her place!l—

‘trip we took an’ de preety part uv de
| country we went thru—Jimmie—I jes’
'wants tu tell yu uhbout Elsie

for anything."”
are considered a fussy crank.
Euest gets a chancé, she retaliates
you mnames,
is too well bred to get any vocal ex-
ercise out of the operation; but you
can fAke the word of one who has
that her brain con-
volutiéna aré echoing with the unflat-
tering names she thinks

She begins with deciding that you
“nicey-nice™ pér-
hand steal-

felt her. feelings

are one of those
re-sees your
ing out toward the w.siocatéd chalr
It ydu Have added the crownfing af-
front to your performance
reptitiously wiping
with your handkerchisf to remove the
trace of her touch, she hurls her
revénges at' you In the .form of the
most obnoxlous epithét. She thinks| Am 17 Well, Jimmie, yoo jes wait!give up as unsolvable.. I will send the

the mahogany

Confound It. sed pop }’eltlddlrllhl!. d% you want to hert the poor
moarning, wen he dropped his keller !til fello. If you poke him with
| buttin, thare gos the any koller but- ::;‘ umbreller, I will skream she

jtin I own In the werld - Do you realizse, madim, sed pop.
| The koller buttin rolled undir the that this senseliss dog of yurse has
bed and pop tryéd to restch it, but|got the ony koller buttin I pizzess in
Karlo, wich is our wattlr spanyel|the werld, and do you reilize that I
pupple: dog. got undir the bed am alredr late fer the orfise.
ferst, havng moar Jegs to get undir I dont kare, sec ma, dont you pokse
with, and picked up the koller but-|that dog, hes a swet I'ttel thing, he
tin in his mouth. " iis, and you had no bizness to drep
Heer Karlo., heer Karlo, sed pop | yure old kollir buttin
verry nise, as if he liked l_(u-}o verry| Look heer, mothir, sed pop, he
muteh, wich he dont. |reeznible for wunes. 1If Im late at
| But Karlo ran out of the uthir the orfise agen the boss will be soar
gide of the bed and got umdir the'at me and forget awl about he prom-
bewro, awn akkount of beeing s0|ised me a raise, he sed, and If T dont
|Jittli he cood get undir enything, I|poke that dog out frum undir thars
gess, jhow can I get dressed without a
Heer Karlo! { koller buttin. Ill tell you wat Tl do,

he sed, 111 y 5
Heer Karlo, nise 1ittle mizribil flee-{ o give you that 5 @elilrs you

wantid for noo shoes If you poke that
:"“"‘th’:":;‘;_“;n';dt;::& ‘t':m"' ﬁ:;’::_ confounded animule out of thars
wn look
the bewro and not being abil to awn! .Gi'ai “lmhm' terst, sed ma, and pop
akkount of bump'ng his hed B“‘f:n:.fr;mounfirilr'ﬁ-: T:";:"':um"
il(lrlo jest stayed undir the bewro| ... ..n.r .
| %
|Sans T 000d heer Mmoo | guHoly smoskes sed pop, he. ime
l Izent he the playful, lttil anlmuls.;"&;e; he :1:! ns-
sed ma, and pop sed Yes, he izent,| '
and he took a umbreller and startid’ —— |
to poke it undir the bawro.

Good grayshus, sed ma. dont do The Necktie Case;
| { Or, Keep It Dark

“I'm all out of breath!” she panted.
“Try a little air from ‘Tannheuser’,™
invited the great detective suavely, as

Elsie’s mudder, dat's de gurl I wuys|De drew forth his violin.

4t _work re-'tellln’ yu uhbout, asks me tu take uh| 'O thanks,” she said, E feel better

in me bes’ suit, gets uh good wash an'!
starts out tu meet dem. .

“Why Reddy, “sex Elsle, “yoo looks
awful nice tuday.”

“Sure,” sez I, “when I dresses up, ‘

me falk ain't de bes' uv English.™
I ain't goin’' tu tire yu out wid de

Mebbe she didn't look slick In huri
biue dress wid uh big long yeller coat
uver it an’ uwh flowin' vail on hur face! now. When neckties disappear, do you
An® de more I looks, why de worse me take the cass?"’
heart tugs inside uv me, an’ de mors 1! "It all depends on the neckties,” re-
tug, de more I wants tu kiss hur. Think turned the great detective.
uv it, Jimmiey me wantin ‘tu kiss uh. *“Oh, these neckties were beautiful,
gurl? Well, we stops at uh Hitle coun- :lovely, wonderful, scrumptious! They
try store, an’ Elsle's mudder gits out were my husband’s, and for color, de-
tu buy sumpln’ an’ as she does, Elsle sign gnd general artistic effect, not a

 reaches uver an takes me han'. “1 like wall paper In the house could touch
- yoo lots, Reddy,” she sez sorter leanin’ [them. For months visitors at my
|closer so dat I cud feel hur breath on |house admired them as they hung o~

me face. my husband’s raek. And
“An' 1 Hkes y00,” T sex Me heart |last Thursday t disappearsd.

"wug thumpin' awful wid dat an’ she|you take the case?"
' gives.me han’ uh squeeze. Gee, Jimmile, |* “Madam,” asked the great detective,

fore 1 knows it I'd went an’ kissed hur! earnestly, “‘whera did your husband

"“D—oh.” sha ses, an’ jes den hur | get the neckties?™

mudder come out uv de store! “lI gave them to him.”

“Readdy,” sez she, on de way home,| “Madam.,” sald the great detective
“yu're goin' tu go ridin’ wig me uhgaln, agaln, as he winked at the ceiling,
ain™t ™ “this is ones of the caseés that T must

an’ see! / | bill to your husband.
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